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Meet the Girls 


Author's Notes: 
Disclaimer: Obviously, | have no ownership to anything or anyone mentioned, except the original characters: 


AutumnLynn, JJ. Lynn, and CC. Autumn, 


This is based from the movie, Rock and Roll Mystery ft. Scooby Doo. 


Their energy was off the grid. The beats of the drums pounded in time with the hearts of every person in 
the building. Guitar blasting with soul and spirit, alive. Everything about them was alive. 


And they were proof of the living. Their music did not numb the pain of everyday life, no. They abolished 
sadness and suffering, rendering the veil of darkness, outright slaughtering any negative emotion and replacing 


it with new life. 


They were alive. Every person in the place felt alive as the two girls played their songs, putting their all into 


every beat and note. 


They sang in perfect harmony, as one voice. Their voices resounded like battle cries against the shadows and 
demons. Whatever was dragging someone down was instantly forgotten and left behind because they knew this 
music was a shield. It protected and defended them as they lived in this moment. 


This moment of pure happiness, radiating off every body, every heart, and every mind. 


Such electrifying sound; there was no possible fathom or even thought of the outside world. For in this 


moment, they were alive. 


Two girls. One on drums, the other on guitar. One with bright blue hair and pink highlights, curled and set in 
two pigtails. The other with wild indigo hair and magenta streaks. 


CC Autumn, the teddy bear with the cotton candy hair on the drums. And JJ Lynn, the upbeat warrior 
shredding her guitar. They are AutumnLynn, rocking the world with music from the heart. 


The atmosphere slowed with one of their number one songs: Naked Beauty. An emotional song that required CC 
to trade her drums for a guitar and some help from a good friend. Lindsey Stirling. 


The song pulled at the crowd's heart strings, drawing tears. Many took out their phones, waving them like 
candles. 


These lights were the reflection of their souls. Open and naked without a care of anyone or anything else. 
Beautiful and powerful in its purest form. This is what it means to live unashamed and be a naked beauty. 


After the song ended, the girls took a bow and retreated off stage. 

Lindsey said her goodbyes to the other two. This was the last concert of their tour and she wanted to go 
home and see her loved ones. The other two understood, thanked her for joining them, and wished her well on 
her trip home. 


JJ and CC made their way to their shared hotel room, looking forward to some rest and relaxation 


"l'm beat." Jessica exclaimed as she plopped onto the beige sofa The hotel room was large and divided into 


three smaller rooms: a living room, bedroom, and bathroom. 
Cheyanne looked at her best friend with a small smile. 


"Well, we did just finish our first tour." She said as she went to the bedroom and came out with a change of 
clothes in hand. 


"lm gonna change and take a shower. Then we can order something for dinner." 


"Okay." Jessica watched her disappear into the bathroom before picking up a menu off the coffee table. 


The sound of the shower filled the otherwise silent room. Jessica liked it like this. 


It was in the quiet she could let her thoughts run rampant. It was complete chaos in her mind, and she knew if 


she didn't let things flow, she would have a mental breakdown. 
She'd already had one episode in her life, and that was enough. 


Her multicolored eyes were drawn to the pasta and chicken dish. Now that sounded good. Her stomach rumbled 


in approval. 


Cheyanne exited the bathroom, now clothed in her black and teal striped pajama pants and purple nightshirt. 
Her candy colored hair hung loose about her as she sat next to the guitarist. 


Jessica gave her a look asking why she still had her hair colored and poofy. Normally, she would change it back 
to its normal look and keep it tied back. 


Cheyanne gave a look of her own, sitting up proudly and dramatically showing her hair off, causing the younger 
of the two to start in a fit of laughter. Cheyanne smiled triumphantly, as if she had completed some sort of 
secret mission. 


When her laughter died down, Jessica offered her the menu, saying she wanted the pasta and chicken dish. 


Cheyanne looked over it and, not finding anything that really caught her eye, decided to order two plates of the 
dish. 


While she did that, the younger girl grabbed her fluffy, pink pajama pants and a large white tee before heading 
to the bathroom herself. 


The water washed away any evidence of JJ Lynn, revealing Jessica. The color in her hair melted down the drain 


as well as any makeup she had on. She became weightless under the running water. 
A scream filled her ears. 

Grabbing a towel, she rushed out the door. 

The first thing she saw was Cheyanne on the floor, unconscious. 


The second was four men standing around her. 


Meeting and Horror films 


"Gee, Paul. You certainly have a way with the ladies." 

"Was she a groupie?" 

"Hey, | didn't invite her." 

"What's going on?!" 

Eight eyes were now locked on the brunette in only a towel and dripping wet. 

"Hey, Gene. You certainly know how to pick ‘em." One said, looking up to the tallest of the four. 


"| said i didn't invite them!" 


"What are you talking about? What did you do to her? And why are you in our hotel room?" Jessica demanded, 
trying to keep calm in this situation 


"Wait, your hotel room? This is our hotel room" 


"No." The brunette walked over to the coffee table and picked up her room key, showing it to the four men. 


"This is our room, now get out before | call the cops!" 


The tallest one, Gene, growled at being threatened. One of his friends put their hand on his shoulder to hold 


him back. This one wore a chain with a lightening bolt charm. 
Why did that necklace seem so familiar to her? 


Cheyanne began to stir. The other two men helped her up and to her feet. Her eyes widened as they landed on 


the men, and she screamed again. In an instant, she was holding her surrogate sister by her upper arms and 
shaking her. 


"JJI Do you have any idea who they are?!" The cotton candy headed girl squealed. Jessica looked the guys up 
and down. They did look familiar, but she couldn't quite place it. 


‘Its Gene Simmons, Ace Frehley, Paul Stanley, and Peter Criss! KISS is in our hotel room!" 


Relief flooded through the younger female. It was someone they knew... Sort of. CC was a major fan of the 
band, and although JJ liked a couple of their songs, she wasn't considered a member of the KISS Army. 


JJ breathed a sigh through her nose, stepping out of her friend's grip. 


older girl still heard her and gave her a look which, in turn, caused the younger to giggle. 

"lm gonna go get dressed. You take care of our.. guests." 

With that, she walked back into the bathroom. After cleaning herself up and getting dressed, she reentered the 
living room. She wasn't surprised to find CC on the couch. On Ace Frehely's lap. The two laughing at something 
he said while he played with her candy colored hair. 


Jessica didn't realize she was glaring at him until Paul opened his mouth. 


"Hey Ace, | think someone's jealous~" He said in a sing-song tone. She growled at him, eyes flashing for a split 


second. 

"Ooo~ Someone's feisty." But before she could do anything, Cheyanne spoke. "JJ, why don't you call and see 
what happened with the hotel rooms." It wasn’t a question. She knew how her younger sister would react to 
their teasing and needed to distract her. 

It worked. 


Jessica marched into the bedroom where the phone was, leaving CC alone with the members of KISS once 


more. 
A few minutes later, she came back to them with good news. 


"They said your room was the one at the end of the hall. Someone will be up shortly with the right room 
keys." 


“That's awesome, JJ" The older girl said with a smile. 


"Good. It's about time something went right since we got here." Gene said, earning a glare from Paul. There was 
an underline that was meant for someone else. That someone being Ace, who cast his eyes away from the 


Demon. 


Jessica took the opportunity to study them. There was something off. Why were they here? There wasn't a 
concert for the next couple months in this town or the neighboring ones. So what were the chances of seeing 


them here or at all? 


Paul sensed her thoughts. He could tell she was suspicious of their being here. They could come up with some 
excuse, like being on vacation. But in a town like this? It didn't fit any of their personalities. 


Not just that. Now that he was focusing on her, he noticed something interesting. She kept nearly everything 
about herself under lock and key. Why though? What was she hiding that even his special eye couldn't 


decipher? 


"Hey JJ!" The sweet sound of Cheyanne's voice cut through his train of thought. Wait sweet....? 


"What is it?" The brunette asked. 


"Since | didn't get a chance to order dinner, can they stay and have it with us?" She put on her best puppy 
eyes. 


Jessica sighed. "Fine. If they want to, | guess it's alright” 


"Woohoo! Party time!" Peter cheered, throwing a fist in the air. 


"Maybe this time, we can get some real groupies-" 


"Absolutely not!" Jessica stood firm with her arms crossed around her chest. 


Paul put a hand on her shoulder. "Chill babe. We can get some male groupies." Jessica wanted to punch that 


cheeky grin right off his face. 


"No groupies. No smoking or drugs. And no alcohol of any kind” 


"Party killer." Gene grumbled from his spot against the wall. 


"But i've got a boner~" Ace said in a sing song voice, much to the amusement of his bandmates and blushing 


of the two females in the room. 


"What about a movie marathon? There's one on horror movies on tonight." Peter suggested. 


Everyone seemed to agree with that. It was Ace, Cheyanne, and Paul on the sofa, while Peter and Gene took 


the chairs. Jessica opted to remain standing or sit on the floor. 


The food was ordered and eaten. Somewhere in that time, they had all loosened up and started having fun 


Sharing stories about earlier events in their lives. Finally, the marathon began at eleven o'clock. 


The first movie being The Ring. 


"Not really a horror movie, but it's something." Gene stated, only to be shushed by his band mates. He rolled 


his eyes. He had seen this movie about a dozen times. 


Out of boredom, his eyes began to wander and take in the others expressions. StarChild had his arm wrapped 
around the candy haired girl, saying things like, "I'll protect you from the evil ghost girll". She would laugh, only 


for Ace to crack a joke and she would laugh harder. 


He smiled to himself. Seeing his band mates having fun was a rarity nowadays, especially with things back 


home being near chaos. 


The Elder sensed the coming of a powerful evil, one that could possibly be the end of Music itself. And without 
music, everything in Kissteria would fall apart and cease to exist. Not to mention those who looked to the 


mystic world for protection from other, lesser, evils. 


However, this new evil made the Crimson Witch seem tame if what the Elder said was true. They needed to 


find the Guardians of Music. Also known as Descendants of the Creator of Music. 


The Elder sent them into the Void with specific instructions on how to find these so called Guardians. That is 
until SpaceAce fumbled up and got them stick in this world 


The more he thought about it, he wondered exactly what they were going up against. When they were 
summoned by the Elder and told what needed to be done, he was the first to say something against it. 


They were the warriors of Kissterial Defeaters of the Destroyer! What made this evil so powerful that the 


Elder sent them to find someone else? 


He sighed through his nostrils and decided to distract himself with the movie. He must've zoned out for a 
while because the sequel to The Ring was just starting. 


Something moved in his peripheral vision Turning his head to the side, he noticed the brunette sitting on the 
floor next to his seat. She was hugging her knees to her chest, eyes glued to the floor instead of the t. 
Occasionally, they would flick to the screen, but back to the floor in a second. 


He lightly nudged her. "You okay?" He whispered. 


‘I've never seen a horror movie." She admitted quietly. That made sense. He saw how she was the strong and 
mature one out of the two girls. Of course if she'd never seen a horror film, she'd be too embarrassed to 
watch one with others around. The possibility of screaming or being the only one scared wasn't something 


most people enjoyed. 


He glanced at the others who were completely engrossed in the film. Making a decision, he used his superior 


strength to lift the girl and set her on his lap. 


She silently protested and tried to get off him, but he held her in place. 


"If you don't stop moving your ass on my dick, you're gonna get it in your ass." He whispered in her ear, his 


breath hot and voice husky. 


Finally, she stopped squirming. A very visible red flame in her cheeks. Eventually, she laid her head on his 
strong chest and fell into a blissful sleep. 


The Demon grinned inwardly. For a such a tough girl, she was extremely innocent. It was adorable how 


contradictory she was. 


Did he just think she was adorable...? 


When he felt her head on his chest, the smell of cherry blossom filled his sense of smell. Her chest was rising 
and falling in a steady rhythm, indicating she'd fallen asleep. 


She looked so innocent, like an angel. He couldn't help running a hand through her soft hair. Raising his stare to 
his band mates, he noticed the too were asleep. 


StarChild and Cheyanne were cuddled together whilst SpaceAce and Catman were sharing the floor. Maybe this 


wasn't so bad after all. 


The Morning Mystery 


Author's Notes: 
Sorry this took me so long to update! But | do hope you guys enjoy. Head's up, | have never written a horror 


or smut scene, so please, if you have any tips or suggestions, please leave them in the comments. 


Cheyanne was the first to wake the next morning. Stirring from her slumber, she cuddled closer to the 
warmth that lay underneath her. Her eyes fluttered open, landing on the still running television She must've 
fallen asleep watching a movie. It wouldn't be the first time if she did, but it was odd that JJ would leave the 
ty. on. The younger usually would turn it off. 


Slowly, she was becoming more and more aware of her surroundings. Like the fact that she was on top of Paul 
Stanley. 

Faster than a lightning strike, she moved off of him. 

Only to end up falling onto the floor. 

Or rather Ace Frehley and Peter Criss. 

Both men grumbled at being woken so rudely, while poor CC was repeatedly apologizing. Not long after, Paul 
began to stir. He sat up on the couch, stretching and rubbing his eyes. "I could've sworn | had a candy haired 


girl on me when | passed out." 


The StarChild scanned the room, eyes coming to rest on the Demon with his arms wrapped protectively around 
the female on his lap. 


"Should we wake them?" Peter questioned. 


"Nah. Gene's been stressing out a lot lately. He needs to rest" Paul said, leaning back with his arms behind his 


head. 


"Yeah, JJ does too. Plus, they look so cute together!" CC added, grabbing a camera and snapping a few pics. She 


was so never going to let her live this down. It was then, the three men took a good look at the older girl. 
"What happened to your hair, curly?" Ace asked, noticing her now brown, less poofy hair. 


"0-Oh. It, um... Faded! Yeah! It's a special new hair dye that fades after twenty four hours." She explained, 


though rather nervously. 


"Uh-huh..." Peter, like the others, had a skeptical expression, but chose not to press further. 


CC was grateful that they wouldn't press the situation further. After all, they would never believe her if she 
told them the truth. 


"Anyway, should probably be heading to our room to make sure everything's good. 

"And then we can go down to the lounge for breakfast." Ace said while rubbing his stomach. 

"Alrighty then. | guess i'll see you guys down at the lounge. I'm gonna head straight there in a minute." CC said, 
making a beeline for the bedroom to get dressed. She emerged dressed in blue jeans and a Walking Dead tee 
shirt with her grey jacket and hair in a ponytail. 

Casting a quick glance at the two still asleep on the chair, she slipped out of the room without a sound. 
Meanwhile, inside Jessica's mind. She was standing in a room. It was an average living room with a couch and a 
television. The television was currently on, static coming from it. The brunette found herself looking at it 


thoughtfully, almost hypnotized by the black, white, and grey lines. 


Her body began to move on it's own, coming to sit down on the couch. Her eyes became dull and lifeless as she 


sat there, staring at the tv. 


A hand, covered in dirt and dripping water, clawed its way out of the screen It was followed by another, then 
arms. Black hair, dripping wet. Still, she stared, unfazed. Finally, the full body of a man stood before her. 


His soulless black eyes and stitched together smile seemed to consider her for a moment. He reached out a 
hand to stroke her face, placing a lock of hair behind her ear. That same hand moved down her neck to her 


shoulder, then to her arm before falling back to his side. How far could he go, he wondered. 


His other hand rested on her chest, just above her breasts. A lone, clawed finger threatened to pierce the 
flesh, pointing directly in the center of her heart. 


Poke. 


A single drop of blood cascaded down her bare chest. The crimson liquid burned like acid on her olive skin. Her 


chest rose at the sensation, mouth open in a silent gasp. 
He moved his clawed finger to her perky, pink nipple. Taking it between his pointer and thumb, he gave it a 
sharp twist. The shock of electricity made her body jolt. He did the same to the other one, causing the same 


reaction. 


The stitches that made up his mouth began to tear as sharp teeth took it's place. He got down on his knees, 


spreading her legs apart. Black eyes stared at her as though she were a rare, unspoiled fruit. Oh, how he 
couldn't wait to sink his teeth into it and lap up her juices. 


Parting his teeth, he leaned forward. 


Gene was slowly coming to. His eyes were still closed and his mind only half awake. A light wave of pleasure 
came from his groin It continued to grow, building in heat. Gene figured it was probably a girl he'd gotten 
drunk with and let her continue. 


Their movements were erotic, the way she rolled her hips right on his crotch. He could feel his dick getting 
harder, twitching as the need for release was coming closer. Just before he could cum, a scream followed by 


a thud had him open his eyes. 

Seeing where he was, the memories of last night came flooding back. So, if it wasn't a groupie, then..2 

He looked down to see the brunette breathing rapidly. Her cheeks were flushed a vibrant shade of red, and she 
smelled of arousal. However, the look in her eyes was that of fear, not lust. A few fat tears escaped as she 


sat herself up. 


Jessica knew she had to calm down. She was stronger than this curse. Taking a deep breathe, she got herself 


to calm down enough to realize she wasn't alone in the room. 


Turning her eyes to the man sitting in the chair, watching her, the memories of last night hit her like a 
wrecking ball. 


"H-Hey, Gene. | didn't mean to wake you." Her voice cracked, but she got it back under control. 


te He had no words. What could he say? A growl did slip past his lips as his cock twitched, reminding him of 


his own current situation. 
The brunette underneath him smelled so good, he was having a hard time controlling his demonic instincts. 
Normally, he wouldn't have to control himself because the chicks enjoyed his roughness. And they were drunk 


out of their minds. 


Jessica was no fool. Scanning him, she saw his obvious erection. Did she do that to him in her sleep? She must 


have been more worked up than she thought to have been moving around that much. 
She took notice of the way his hands tightened on the armrests of the chair, threatening to break it. 


"Gene... | think you need a cold shower." She spoke slowly, carefully. For a moment, nothing happened. He stood 
suddenly, stepping over the girl and slamming the bathroom door. 


Jessica picked herself up off the ground, still breathing deeply. The room was silent, aside from the shower 


and occasional groan coming from the bathroom. She wondered where the others went. 
Closing her eyes, she imagined Cheyanne. Focusing on the bond they had. 
‘Hey. Where are you?" 


‘Oh good, you're up! Did you have a nice sleep?” She could feel the teasing in the other's spirit. She a touch of 


her own current emotions roll into the connection. 
‘Another nightmare, huh?! 


‘Yeah. | keep seeing this man, but in different forms. He appeared to me last night in the form of that girl 


from the movie last night: 
There was silence for a minute, as the other was in thought. 


‘tm in the lobby grabbing breakfast. The guys went to check out their room and make sure everything was 
fine with it. They'll be down here soon, though. We can talk about it later on, if you want: 


‘td rather not try and relive that if you don't mind. By the way, | know you snagged some pics of me and 
Gene! Annoyance laced in those words, along with an underline threat. CC let out an ‘Eep! before cutting the 


bond. Jessica let a small smile form as she made her way to the bedroom to get dressed. 


Gene wasn't so easily tamed. The moment he shut the door, he was turning on the cold water. Barely making it 


in without his clothes. 


He grasped his hard cock in his large hand, just feeling the warmth of it. The cold water was nearly steam as 
it hit his heated body. He closed his eyes, imagining a tight pussy, wet and ready for him. Her hair in his fist 
as he thrusted into her, begging and moaning for him like a slut. 


A groan would slip past his lips every now and then. His demon instincts taking over as he pumped himself 
faster, a growl escaping. The memory of Jessica's arousal filling his sense of smell. So sweet, almost sickeningly. 
He could almost taste her pheromones with his enhanced demon senses. 


Finally, he came. Hot, white semen shooting on to the shower wall. Panting lightly, Gene felt himself come down 
from his euphoria. The cold shower water cooling down his body and bringing him back to his normal state of 


mind. His mind was muddled with thoughts of that brunette. 


Why was she so afraid? What could she have possibly dreamed to get her so worked up? A flashback to the 
night before reminded him. 


She'd never seen a horror movie. 


Then why did she smell so good? Did she dream of being raped? Did fear arouse her? Why was he suddenly so 


worried about her? 


Maybe because she reminded him of himself. Strong, protective, bold Gene had to go through hell to become 
the person he is now. What did she go through to earn that inner strength at her age? Maybe, it was respect. 
He mused over these thoughts as he dried himself and got dressed. 


When he emerged from the bathroom, He didn't see Jessica there anymore. However, he did pick up on her 
voice in the bedroom. She was singing to a song he didn't know. He could make out the words though, using his 
demonic hearing. He had to admit, she was pretty good. Her voice was light and nurturing, yet bold and 
commanding. Singing from the heart, the melody of her soul. 


She opened the door soon, finishing her song with a spin into the living room. She was dressed in light blue 
jeans, a light brown shirt with white sleeves, and a gold head band. She smiled when she noticed the Demon, as 
if nothing had happened that morning. 

"Hey. We're meeting them down in the lounge." She said, walking to the door. He followed her out and down the 
hall to the elevator. Inside, she began to hum, not caring if he heard her or not. She was lost to the music in 


her mind. 


Once the doors opened again, Gene found himself following behind the ever smiling brunette. She walked in 
stride, her spirit free, and body swaying to whatever song she was thinking about. 


They met the others in the lounge, sitting in one of the larger booths, chatting away. Paul noticed them first, 
waving them over. Greetings were exchanged and a waitress took their order. The group chatted, laughing 
occasionally. Cheyanna told the story of how she and JJ got their ‘lucky charms’. JJ's was her first song, 
which she always kept in her pocket. CC's was her first pair of drumsticks. 

It was then the two girls realized, in their tired state, they had left the items back at the coliseum! 

"Would you guys mind helping us find them? Unless you guys have something you need to do, of course." 
"Those things mean a lot to us, so we would really appreciate the help.” 

The guys exchanged a brief glance, before Ace replied. 

"Sure thing, curly. We'll help." 

It was clear that these were special to the two girls. Kind of like when a child on Kissteria receives their 
markings. It's when you realize what you want to do for the rest of your life, the one thing you could never 


live without, when you found yourself. For these two girls, it was a song and drum sticks. 


After they finished their meals, the group headed down to the coliseum. Upon arriving, they split up into two 


groups of three; Paul, Gene, and Cheyanne would check the stage while Jessica, Peter, and Ace checked the 


dressing room. 
It didn't take long for Paul to find one of the items. 
"Hey guys! | think | found the song." 


Cheyanne and Gene walked over to the StarChild, the girl recognizing the words instantly. "That's the song, 


alright." Gene skimmed the lyrics, recognizing them as the ones Jessica was singing earlier. 


Not a few minutes later, the other three walked on stage, CC's drumsticks in hand. As soon as she saw them, 


she began to run across the stage. Unbeknownst to the female drummer, a stage light snapped from its place. 


Time seemed to slow, freeze almost. The light was coming down, right above the unsuspecting female 


drummer. 
"Cheyanne!" 


The light crashed onto the stage, a resounding boom. No one was able to react fast enough. No one needed to. 
The stage light landed quite a distance from its intended mark, smoke coming from where the younger 


brunette blasted it. With a fireball. 


Eight eyes starred as Jessica checked CC over, making sure nothing scathed her. They turned their attention 


to the males. 


"| can explain" 


Background Check 


Author's Notes: 
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Paul, Ace, Gene, and Peter sat once again in the girls hotel room. After that little display back at the coliseum, 


they were ready for an explanation. 
Jessica sighed, beginning her tale... 


"As you may have guessed, CC and | aren't entirely human. We are partially, but not entirely. | am half 
demonic. My mother was a barren woman who was raised in a Catholic family. They saw her as a curse upon 


their namesake, thinking she was being punished for some sort of sin 


They cast her aside, no longer a member of their family. It wasn't long before a cult got a hold of her. She 


became a witch, specializing in herbal tonics and spell casting. 


Every day, she grieved that she could never have a true family. One day, she asked the leader of the cult if 
there was anything that could be done about it. He offered to help her summon a demon to grant her wish. 
She knew that what she was doing would come with a price, but she went with it anyway. 


Of course, when dealing with demons, something goes wrong. The moment the creature was summoned and told 
her wish, it didn't waste time. It raped her and forced her to carry it's spawn. The leader was found dead and 

they blamed her. They tried to have her killed as well, fearing the demons would turn on them for her actions. 
However, when it came to light that she was carrying the child of a demon, they merely banished her. She had 


me a while later. 


| grew up, homeschooled obviously. Just me and my mom. She did love me, took care of me, but | was still 
alone. When my powers came to light, we moved out of the city and into a cabin in the mountains. There | 


learned how to control my abilities. 


| can shoot fire, but its difficult to control it fully. Fire has a mind of it's own; an element of freedom and 
strong will. | can only bring it out when I'm genuinely scared or angry. I'm stronger and faster than the 
average human, but not enough to draw a lot of attention And | was taught how to cast spells and make 


potions and such. 


One of my biggest demon attributes is my ability to feed off of human emotions. That's one of the reasons 


Cheyanne and | love music, all the different emotions that can be drawn out without hurting anyone. After all, 


the one thing you can't overdose on is music.” 


The four men stayed quiet, listening and understanding to the best of their abilities. Cheyanne waited a minute 
before telling her tale. 


"My father was the result of an abusive, alcoholic father and a druggie mother. Thy divorced while he was 
young. He vowed to never be like any of them, devoting his life to helping those in need. 


Angels walk the Earth just as demons do, disguised as ordinary people. My mother was an angel. She disguised 
herself as a young woman, helping out in the same village as my dad. They worked together and talked often. 
She fell in love with his pure heart and abhor of injustice. 


She begged God to allow her to be with him, which He allowed, seeing as they had a rare, true love. But He 


warned her. In order for an angel to be with a human, sacrifices must be made. 


She agreed and a wedding was held. My dad used to say that the choirs of Heaven rejoiced for them that day. 
They had me late in life... 


The sacrifice was that if she ever became pregnant, her angel spirit would transfer into the child the moment 
it was conceived. They prolonged as long as possible until they were ready to have a child. She died giving birth 


to me... Those months she carried me, her angel spirit was slowly slipping away. 


| used to have major depression, blaming myself for her death, but my dad never once did. He told me he 
never regretted a day in his life. That the two greatest days of his life were when he met my mother and 


when he met me. 


| grew up living a sheltered life in the suburbs. Learned practical things like first-aid, construction, girl scout 
stuff. My powers include electrical manipulation that can stretch as far as shooting lightning bolts from my 
fingertips, but | have the same limitations as JJ. Also, we both feed on emotions. It's like a magnetic pull, really. 


| have the same enhanced strength and speed as JJ does, though l'm sure she's stronger than me since she 


likes to be active all the time." 


It took a minute for all the new information to settle. It surprisingly didn't take long for the four men to fully 
grasp that these were supernatural girls. After all, they were super powered aliens that used music as 


weapons, and did a little mystery solving here and there. 
"So how did you guys meet? Aren't demons and angels enemies?" Paul asked. 
"Usually, yes. It's kind of funny that we the reason we are bet friends is because of you guys. We met at 


y‘all's amusement park. When that Witch lady attacked and you guys put on that huge concert. Man, that was 
great!" 


"Actually, JJ." Cheyanne paused the younger brunette. "It was Paul, Gene, Eric Singer, and Tommy. Ace and 


Peter weren't at that concert." 
Jessica rolled her eyes. "Who cares, it was KISS and they were awesome." She stated in a final tone. 


"Anyway, the energy there was so potent, we both had to leave the concert after the first song. We ran into 
each other and, well, the rest is history.” 


Gene shook his head. Something didn't make sense to him. 
"Why would you trust us,a bunch of strangers practically, with such information?" 


The two girls looked as if it was obvious. 

"There is no way you can play such potent music without having some sort of supernatural element about 
you." 

‘Not to mention, you guys spread positive energy where ever you go. Evidence says, you guys have pure 


hearts too." 


The four men seemed both surprised and impressed that these two girls could read them so well. Each of 


them begin to explain about Kissteria and how they have powers of their own 


The night was filled with shared stories from both parties. It felt nice to have people you could talk to with 


similar abilities and problems. It made a person feel understood and not so alone in the universe anymore. 


JJ knew why the necklaces they each wore seemed so familiar to her, they were talismans. She had read 


about the artifacts before, but to see one up close was like when a child sees a rainbow for the first time. 
Unbeknownst to our protagonists, another force was watching them closely. 


"It is almost time." 


What lurks in Shadows... 
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Colors. That would be the best word to describe the Void. Colorful. Some would say beautiful or extraordinary. 
Others would say scary and frightening. But no one could deny the fact that wherever you looked, there was 


color. 


But what is the Void? Is it merely a wormhole or portal? Or perhaps some living entity that we can not 


comprehend? 
It is the space between space. A single thread of one reality, connecting and overlapping, weaving through and 
past other realities. Like yarn in a quilt. A single thread in a tapestry woven by the hands of God. To follow one 


thread will take you in many different directions and through many loops. 


Just like in a story; a fairytale. The narrator weaves words to convey an elaborate tale intended to take those 


who listen on a journey. 

Every tale has a hero and a villain, a plot and climax. And not every story will have a happy ending. 

Colors. So many brilliant and intense hues dancing all around. What secrets could this place possibly hold? 
Follow the Void all the way to the end, if you can, and see what mysteries unfold. Be warned, from this place, 
no one returns the same. To enter this place is to forfeit life and become one with darkness, never to know 
peace ever again. 


And he likes it that way. The ruler of his place. The only one to have been banished to this prison 


He is known by many names, each one just as terrifying as the other. Though, they are not his actual name. 


No. That name has been lost, a tongue long forgotten by near every life. 


He sits on his crumbling throne of ash and bone. Black fire cracks in a semicircle behind it, like a broken crown. 


The flames lash out as they flicker, desperate souls in agony trying to escape. 
A sinister grin expands across his visage. 


"Soon" He says to the nothingness before him. He knows the hour draws closer and closer. The hour where all 


of creation will bend to his will. He has no intention of destroying it, though that would be so fun. 
It would be so much more fulfilling to have what the King loves most under his own command. Life. 
Life. Creation. Love. Innocence. Integrity. And everything else that falls in that category. 


All of it under his control. How sickeningly gleeful this thought makes him. The ground cracks and groans as he 
rises to his feet. With each step he takes forward, the ground previously stepped on crumples with instant 


age. 


He strides out of his throne room, the massive doors opening and closing for him on their own They are a 
blunt, metallic color that rusts as he walks through them. He continues down a hall made of neither stone or 


metal. Nor has it any walls to block a poor soul from falling into the nothingness. 


Wails of horror resound from these depths; veils of blood and grey wisps are the evidence of souls that were 
exchanged for a blessing. Creatures similar to bats and crows slash at them with their claws and talons. They 
bite, peck, and all out render each and every soul. Not a single one is given a moment of rest. Forever in agony 


and pain. 

Oh, how he can not wait to spread this upon the King's beloved creations. 

He comes to a mirror. It's glass is clouded, yet shines with a dull glow. It lays in a bed of Divine Silver, woven 
from the fibers of the purest feathers of angel wings. Angels that were captured by his demonic minions. The 
amount to takedown one angelic alone is different per person 

Guardian Angels. The ones assigned to look after and protect life. Thanks to the abuse of free will, his demonics 
can grow strong enough to take down an angelic completely. These captured angelics that have been weakened 
will find themselves with their wings removed. 

The feathers are collected, the fibers are cut, and finally fixed together to create Divine Silver. With enough of 
it, he can gaze into the mirror and see what goes on outside this place. Even now, he watches until the time 


when he shall come. 


He needs only one more piece to complete this soon to be doorway. Unfortunately, that is the most complex 


piece. 
This specific breed of angelic, an Anomaly. A type of angelic not found easily. That is, until now. 


He looks through the mirror, the cloudiness warping and fading away. There, laughing and making jokes with his 
brothers in arms and two half-breeds. 


The angel with a broken halo. 


The Celestial. 
Guardian of Balance. 


These are a few of his names. No, not the man His Talisman. This man is from another world, another time; 
another version. It was not by mere accident that he would end up in the reality he and his brothers 


currently reside. 


He made sure that they ended up there. Because that is where he needed them to be. Because in that specific 
reality, angels and demons walk the earth both freely and with purpose. 


Soon, He will be free. But for now, he resides to waiting patiently. 


With a wave of his hand, the image ripples before revealing the demonic resembling man. He will have to keep 


an eye on this one. Heaven only knows what powers he could unlock in this realm. The same for the other two. 


Again, the mirror ripples. This time, showing the Prince of Hearts. A naturally magical being with a pure heart. 
The ability to balance every emotion and/or twist and manipulate them. This one will undoubtedly be a thorn in 
his side, given that he himself often does the same. Nonetheless, it is not him that he needs. 


Another wave of his hand reveals the King of Beasts. Whose wild nature won't be tamed easily. Still, that could 
be used against him. His wild, animalistic nature may be the key to his undoing yet. He had better be mindful 


not to break his chains all at once; control is the second key to taking this animal. 


One more thing to check The mirror shows an image of the two half-breeds. The older is of not much use, 
but still usable if manipulated the right way. The younger, her demonic side already gives him a good chance of 
influencing her to his will. OF course, they aren't the only half-breeds in that world. They just happened to be 
in the right place at the right time. 


Well, for him anyway. 


The younger female had already met him several times. She simply didn't know whom exactly he was. It was 
almost comical how she thought she could deal with him haunting her dreams. 


Growing up away from most of society did give her a sort of innocence, so to speak. Though, it can also be 
considered naivety. Either way made little to no difference. 


It is that exact reason that gives her strength. Being raised differently than others does give one a certain 
perspective on things. She was not around the major influences many have already succumbed to, thus making 


her spirit somehow pure despite her demonic heritage. 


Oh yes, she was like a rare fruit. And he was going to devour her from the inside out. Souls like hers only 


come around once every Blood Moon. Every demon knows this, which is why he wants to claim her first. 


Lust is a common, yet powerful demonic. An incubator of evil, so to speak. He will make contact with her once 


more in her dreams, taking the form of an incubus. 


It might not be exactly what he was going for, but with the limitations he is cursed with, it will be enough to 


satisfy his own lust. For now, focusing on studying his possible enemies is of more importance. 

He returns his attention back to the older female. Not a Nephilim, since they are the offspring of Fallen Angels 
and humans. No, this girl has half of an angelic spirit. Her spirit is split between her own and that of the Angel 
who gave her life. 


How delightful. 


Her inner turmoil may very well be useful to him. If not to hinder the others, than at least she will be easy To 
dispose of. Or perhaps not... 


A closer examination of her angelic half reveals the type of Angel her mother was. 

A Cherub. 

One of the Keepers of the Knowledge of God. 

This could be a problem. Lucifer, before being cast from the Heavens, was a Cherub. Not only that, she is the 
child of one. The rarity of her soul is not even considerable. If he were to obtain her hidden power for himself, 
he would be greater than Satan! 


This is too good to pass up. 


Guess he'll be visiting both half breeds soon... 


